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and spoiling wine. "Bite me," said the drunken girl, in*
sufficiently kissed. The slaves crouched In corners, fearful
of being blamed for the cloud of guilt that had suddenly
suffused the world. Shutters were clanking in the palsied
hands of shopkeepers. Stalls collapsed* A child was pushed
down a sewer-hole, and the mother beat her head on the
pavement, licking at the blood that rolled down her cheeks*
Thieves attacked a silversmith's shop and were thrashed
away. A porter scattered a barrow-full of pottery across
the road. A girl pushed her inquisitive mother-in-law out
of the lofty tenement-window. A cripple was trodden to
death. The temples were filled with lowly-moaning votarists.

Elsewhere was silence. In the slums and fine houses, the
taverns and baths, the workshops and factories, the stores
and markets, the dockyards and squares, the colonnades and
offices, the word was passed round, and everyone paused.
The people saw in Caesar's death the end of all their hopes;
the landlord-class felt any pleasure overmastered by the fear
of reprisals* All was silent, seeking to discover how Caesar's
death would affect their lives.

When the conspirators entered the Gate, the citizens fled
before them, diving into cook-shops or lodging-houses, work-
shops or private lobbies. House-owners looked darkly on
their cowering slaves, and the fear on the faces of the slaves
looked like a menace, and the owners quailed. For the
great fear of a slave-owning community is murder in the
darkness* But the slaves were more disturbed than their
masters; they were drawn for a moment out of their fatalistic
submission and felt, they knew not how, that they had lost
a benefactor. That emotion was conscious among the
proletarians and veterans. Uncertain, scared of the unknown
forces that had stricken Caesar, the people were yet murmuring
their wrath together.

The conspirators marched on, shouting reassurances when-
ever they met a group of citizens who had not yet been able
to find refuge; but the universal fear reacted on their spirits,
aad it was with difficulty they maintained the demeanour of
liberators, Brutus marched at the head, still gripped by a
feeling of illusion. The unexpected disappearance of the
senators had not depressed or frightened him; it had robbed